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it SYNOPSIS.

Dili Cannon, tho bonanza king, and his
daughter, lloso, who had passed up Mrs.
Corncltua Hyan'a ball at San Francisco to
Accompany lior father, arrlvo at Antolopo.
Domlnlck Ryan calls on his mother to
acir n ball Invitation for his wife, and Is
Teruncd. Tho dotormlnod old lady refuses
to recognize her daughter-in-la- Dora-Snic- k

had been trapped Into a mnrrlnBo
"Willi Bcrnlcc Iverson, a stenographer,
novernl years his senior. Sho squanders his
money, they havo frequent quarrels, and
tio slips away. Cannon and Ills daughter

ro snowed In at Antelope. Domlnlck
Hynn 1b rescued from storm In uncon-aclou- s

condition nnd brought to Antolopo
wotcl. Antolopo Is cut olT by storm. Itoso
Cannon nurses Domlnlck back to life.
"Two weeks later Bernlco discovers In n
paper whero husband In and writes letter
IrylnR- to smooth over difficulties between
them. Domlnlck at lost Is nblo to Join
fellow snowbound prisoners In hotol par-
lor. Ho Iosch temper over talk of lluford,
on nctor. After three weeks, end of Im-
prisonment Is seen. Telegrams and mall
arrive. Domlnlck gets letter from wife.
'Tells Rosa ho doesn't lovo wife, and never
did. Stormbound people begin to depart.
Hobo and Domlnlck embrace, fnther boos
them and demands nit explanation. Roso's
brother Gone Is made manager of ranch,
and Is to got It If ho stays sober a year.
Cannon expresses sympathy for Doml-nlck- 's

position In talk with Roso. Doml-nlc- k

returns homo. Rerny exerts herself
to pleaso him, but ho Is lndlfTcrcnt. Can-wo- n

calls on Mrs. Rynn. They discuss Dom-Unlck- 'n

mnrrlago difficulties, and Cannon
iBuggests buying off Rerny. Domlnlck
Wc3 to park on Sunday with Rerny and
family, bccs Miss Cannon, bows to her
and starts uneasiness In Rerny.

CHAPTER XIII. (Continued.)
Yet, to Berny, this hectic prospect

Hooked gray; all color seemed sucked
from It. It appeared pale and alien,

'Its comfortable intimacy gone. She
-- wan like n stranger walking in a
strange place, a forlorn, remote land,
where she felt miserable and home-
sick. The sense of being dazed was
.passing from her. Walking forward

with short, careful steps, she wail
alowly coming to tho meaning of her

.dlscoveryj-adjustl- ng herself to it,
.realizing its significance. Sbo had an
uncomfortable sensation of not being

to control the muscles round her
--mouth, so that if spoken to she would
jhavo had difflculty In answering, and
--would havo been quite unable to
;smllo.

An open carriage passed her, and
sho drew aside, then mechanically
"looked after It as it rolled forward.
"There was a single figure in it a
woman. Berny could see her head over
the lowered hood, and the little para-:so- l

she held, white with a black lace
cover and having a joint In the handle.
Her eyes followed this receding head,
sino ting so evenly against the bacjt-,-groun- d

of trees. It soared along wlth-ou- t

sinking or rising, with the even,
forward flight of a bird, passed Han--na- h

and Josh and Hazel, turning to
drop on them quick looks, which
:oeemed, from Its elevated position and
the shortness of the inspection, to

Ihavo. something of disdain in them.
As the carriage drew near Dominick,

who walked at thq head of tho line
with Pearl by the hand, Berny saw the

jhead move, lean forward, nnd then, as
the vehicle overhauled and passed

'the young man, turn at right angles
;and bow to him. Thewheel almost
Crushed his shoulder. Ho drew hack
irom it with a start and lifted his hat.
Hazel, who fas walking Just In front
of Berny, turned and projecting her
lips so that they stood out from her
face in a red circle", hissed through
ithem:

"Old Lady Ryan!" and then In a
slightly louder key:
"You take a hatchet and I'll take a

saw,
And we'll cut off tho head of my

mother-in-law.- "
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CHAPTER XIII.

The Root of All Evil.
Tho conversation with her old friend

load upset Mrs. Ryan. These were
grievances sho did not talk of to all
tho world, and the luxury of such
plain speaking was paid for by a re-

awakened smart. The numb acho of
a sorrow was always with her, but her
consciousness of it was dulled in the
diversion of every day's occupations.
Bringing it to the surface this way
save It a now vitality, and when tho
conversation was over' and tho visitor

oiio it refused to subside into its old
place.

Sho went slowly up stairs, hearing
the 'low murmur of voices from the

elttlhg-roo- whero Cornelia and Jack
Duffy were still secluded. Even the
thought of that satisfactorily-buddin- g

romance did not cheer her as it had
done earlier in tho day. As sho had
told Cannon, sho was not tho woman
sho hnd been, Old ago v. as coming on
Tier and with It a softening of her iron
nature. Sho wanted hor son, her Ben-
jamin, dearly beloved with all tho
forces of hor maturity as his father
3md been with all tho glow of hor
yoath.

In her own room sho throw asldo
the laco curtains, nnd looking out on
the splendor of tho afternoon, deter-
mined to seek cheer In tho open air.
Like all Callfornlans she had ft be-

lief in tho healing boneflcenco of nlr
and sunlight. As tho sun had soothed
Berny of her senso of caro so uow it
wooed her enemy also to seek olace
Jn Its balm. Sbo rang for tha sorv-:a- nt

nnd ordered tho carriage. A few
imlnutos later, clad In rich enshrouding
Ihlack, sho slowly mado her way down
stairs ana out to tue oiaewaiK wnero
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tho victoria, glittering in tho trim
perfection of Its appointments and
drown by a pnlr of chest-
nuts, stood at tho curb.

Tho man on tho box touched his
hat with rospo-tf- ul grootlng and tho
Chinese butler, who had accompanied
her down tho stops, arranged tho rug
over her knocs and stepped bnck with
tho friondly "good-b7,- " which Is tho
politeness of his raco. They respectod,
feared and liked her. Evory domestic
who had ever worked in Delia Ryan's
service from tho first "hired girl" of
her early Shasta days to tho staff that
now know tho rigors of her dominion,
had found her a just and generous if
exacting mistress. Sho had never been
unfair, she had never been unkind.
Sho was one of themselves and Bho

knew how to mnnago them, how to
make them understand that sho was
master, and that no drones were per-

mitted in her hive; how to mako them
feel that sho had a heart that sympa
thized with them, not as creatures of
an alien class remotely removed from
her own, but as fellow beings, having
tho same passions, griefs and hopes as
herself.

As tho carriage rolled forward sho
sottled back against tho cushioned
scat and let her eyes roam over tho
prospect. It was the heart of tho aft-
ernoon, still untouched by chill, not a
breath stirring. Passing up tho long
drive which leads to the park, tho dust
raised by wheels hung ruddy in the
air. Tho long shadows of trees striped
the roadway In an irregular black pat-

tern, picked out wl.th spatterlngs of
sunshine, like a spilled, gold liquid.
Belts of fragrance, tho breaths of
flowering shrubs, extended from bushy
coppices, and sometimes tho keen,
acrid odor of tho eucalyptus rose on
the air. From this lane of entrance
the park spread fan-lik- e Into a still,
gracious pleasance. The rich, golden
light slept on level stretches of turf
and thick mound-shape- d groups of
trees. The throb of juslc tho thin,
ethereal music of
swelled and sank; tho voices of chil-

dren rose clear and fine from compli-
cated distances, and once the Taucous
cry of a peacock split the quietness,
seeming to break through the pictorial
serenity rf the lovely, Bcene.

Mrs. Ryan sat without novement,
her face set in a sphinx-lik- e profundity
of expression. People In passing car-
riages bowed to her but she did not
seo them and their salutes went unre-tunv-

Her vision was bent back on

sfies of her past so far removed
what made up the present, so

different and remote from her life to-

day, that It did not seem as if the
same perspective cc :ld include two
such extremes.

She was thinking this as tho car-
riage swept Into the wider reach of
the drive near the band stand. Though
the music was still throbbing on the
air, people were already leaving. Mrs.
Ryan let her uninterested glanco touch
tho hatted heads of tho women and
then move forward to the man who
headed the column. Ho held by the
hand a pretty, falr-halre- d child, who,
leaning out from his restraining grasp,
walked a little before him, looking
back laughingly Into bis face. Mrs.
Ryan's eyes, alighting on his back, be- -

camb suddenly charged with a fierce
fixity of attention. Tho carriage over-

hauled him and before ho looked up
she leaned forward and saw his profile,
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The Talk Lasted an Hour.

tho brow marked by a frown, tho
child's gay prattlo causing no respon-
sive smile to break tho brooding grav-
ity that held his features.

As ho felt tho vibration of tho wheel
at his shoulder ho started asldo and
looked up. When ho recognized his
mothor his faco reddoned, and, with a
quick Bmllo, ho lifted his hat. Hor
returning saluto was serious, almost
traglcully somber. Then tho victoria
swept on, and ho and tho child, neither
for a moment speaking, looked aftor
tho 'bonneted head that soared away
boforo them with a level, forward vi-

bration, Ilka a floating bird, tho little
parasol held stiffly erect on Its Jointed
handle,

As Mrs. Ryan rmsscfl down tho Inner
park entrance sho thought no more of
tho past. Tho slght-o- f her son, head
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ing tho fllo of his wife's relations, his
fnoo sot in an expression of heavy de-
jection, scattered hor dreams of retro-
spect with n shfltrlng impact.

Tho old woman's faco was dark
with passion, hor palo lips sot into a
tight lino. Money! Monoy might
mnko troublo and bring disappoint-
ment, but It would talk to those peo-
ple. Money was nil thoy wero after.
Well, thoy could havo it!

Sho let threo days go by boforo sho
made tho move sho had dotormlnod on
ton minutes nftor sho had passed Dom-
lnlck. Tho Wednesday morning fol-
lowing that Sunday sho put on hor
outdoor things nnd, dispensing with
tho carriage, went down town on tho
car to boo BUI Cannon.

Tho Bonanza Klng'o office was on
tho first floor of a building owned by
himself on one of tho flnost Montgom-
ery street corners. With hor approach
heralded by a rustling of rich stuffs
and a BUbdued panting, sho entered
tho offlco. Sho did not wasto time
boating about tho bush. Their talk
lasted nearly, an hour. Before tho In-

terview ended thoy had threshed out
every aspoct of tho matter under dis-

cussion. There would bo no loose
ends or slighted details in any pleco
of work which engaged tho attention
of this bold and energetic pair of con-
spirators.

Two days after this momentous com-
bination of her enemies, Berny was
sitting In the parlor of her flat, writing
a letter. It was three o'clock in tho
afternoon and sho had Just dressed
herself for her dally Jaunt down town.

Sho did not hear a foot ascending
tho stairs, till a tap on the door-pos- t

of tho room mado her turn and ejacu-
late a startled "Come In!" Tho door
that led from the parlor to the hall
had been removed, and a bamboo por
tiere hmg In tho opening. A large
masculine hand thrust apart tho hang-
ing strands, and Bill Cannon, hat in
hand, confident and yet apologetic, en-

tered tho room.
Sho looked at him Inquiringly with

something of wariness and distrust In
her face.

She remembered him to be a friend
of tho Ryans', and sho had arrived at
tho stage when any friend of the Ry-

ans' was an enemy of hers. Sho looked
at the old man guardedly, ready for
an attack and bracing herself to meet
it,

''You'll pardon this intrusion, won't
you?" ho said in a deep, friendly voice.

She looked up at him and made a
slight inclination of her head as sho
had seen actresses do on tho stage.
"Won't you sit down, Mr. Cannon?"
she added.

"Now, let me make my apologies for
coming. In the first place, I'm an old
man. We've got a few privileges to
compensate us for the loss of so much
that's good. Don't you think that's
fair, Mrs. Ryan?"

Berny liked him. There was some-
thing so easy and affable in his man-
ner, something that mado her feel he
would never censure her for her past,
or, In fact, think about It at all.

"I'm sure I'm very glad you came,"
she said politely; "any friend of Dom-Inick- 's

is welcome here."
"Will you let mo speak frankly,

Mrs. Rynn?"
"Yes," said Berny. "Go right ahead."
"Mrs. Ryan will make you a rich

woman, independent of any one, the
money yours to do with ns you like,
if you'll consent to the few condi-
tions sho exacts."

"What are they?"
"That you will leave your husband

for a year and at the end of that
time ask him to givo you your lib-

erty, he suing you for divorce on tho
ground of desertion."

"It's a bribe," sho said slowly, "a
bribe to leave my husband."

"Oh, I wouldn't say that," he an-

swered with a deprecating shrug.
"Call it a deal, n settlement. Tho
terms are easy and favorable. You'll
not find one of them unjust or unfair.
You'ro to leave the city, going prefer-
ably to Chicago or New York, and
staying there for the period of deser-
tion. Seven thousand dollars will be
set aside for your expenses. At the
ond of tho year you are to write to
Domlnlck telling him you no longer
want to live with him and asking him
to give you your freedom. After the
divorce is grunted tho sum of fifty
thousand dollars will bo handed over
to you, the one condition being that
you will leavo tho country nnd go to
Europo. It is understood, of course,
that tho matter's to be kept a secret
from Dominick. Ho must think that
you arc acting entirely from your
own free will. Ho mustn't guess his
mother's had any part in it."

Berny lifted hor head and looked
at him. The color was now burning
In her cheeks and her eyes seemed to
hold all tho vitality of her rigid faco.

"You toll Mrs. Ryan," sho said slow-
ly, "that I'll Ho dead In my coffin be-

fore I'll take her money and leave
my husband."

"Well, I'm a patient man, and ev
erything comes to him who waits."

Sho looked over her shoulder with
n slight acid smile.

"Not overythlng," sho said.
"So long," ho answered, giving his

hat a farewell wave at her. "I've d

meeting you and hope we'll soon
meet again In a moro friendly way.
Hasta Manann, Senoral"

Sho wheeled so that she faced him
and gavo a short nod, then watched
him as ho walked to the door. Hero
ho turned, bowed dedply and respect-
fully, and passed out into tho hall, the
bamboo strands of tho portiere clash.
Ing togother behind him. A moment
later sho heard tho bang of tho street
doo;

Her two predominant sensations
wero rago and triumph. It deepens!
her detestation of the Ryans, nnd at
the samo time gavo her a Bcnso of
intimacy with thorn. And It showed
hor her power. Standing in tho mid-dl- o

ot tho room with her eyes Mill

stnrinfc at tho now motionless portions
strands, she saw, strotchlng away into
a limitless gilded distance, hor nego-

tiations with hor husband's family. If
tholr doslro to rupture the mnrrlago
took them thus far, where might It not
tako them?

It wns not tho Ryans alono who
wnntod to buy lvsnoff. It was tho
Cannons as well. They not only want-
ed Domlnlck to get rid of hor; they
wanted him to get rid of hor so that
ho could marry Roso Cannon. Tho
other girl was behind it all, accounted
for tho participation of tho Bonanza
King, accounted probably for tho
whole move tho pink and white girl
In the French clothes who had all her
llfo had overythlng and now wanted
Berny Iverson's husband.

"
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CHAPTER XIV.

The Moonlight Night.
A fow nights aftor this, there was

a full moon. Domlnlck, walking homo
from the bank, saw It at the end of
tho street's vista, a large,

disk floating up Into the twilight.
Tho evening was warm, llko tho early
summer In other climates; and Dom-
lnlck, walking slowly and wntchlng
tho great yellow sphere deepening in
color as it swam majestically upward,
thought of evenings like this In the
past when ho had been full of the
joy of life and had gone forth in tho
spirit of lovo and adventure.

The determination to accopt his fate
which had been with him on his re-

turn from Antelope had of late been
shaken by stirrings of rebellion. Up
lifted by the thought of hla lovo for
a woman, hopelessly removed from
him, but who would always be a lode-
star to worship reverently and to
guide him up difficult paths, ho had
been able to faco his domestic trag-
edy with the high resolution of the

But this exalted condition
was hard to maintain In tho friction
of dally llfo with Berny.

t, tho period of 111 humor
seemed over. Berny was not only once
again her animated self, sho was al-

most feverishly garrulous.
Fearful of angering her, or, still

worse, of arousing her suspicions,
Dominick boro her talk with all the

:
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"I'll Lie Dead In My Coffin

fortltudo he had, but he rose from the
tablo with evory nerve tingling, rasped
and galled to tho limit of endurance.

Ho did not como Into the den Im-

mediately but roamed about, into tho
parlor, down, tho passage, and into
his own room.

"Aren't you coming Into tho den?"
shok called, as she heard him pacing
steadily along tho passagoway.

"No," ho called back. "Tho moon-
light's shining in at every window. It
makes mo restless. I don't feol llko
sitting still."

Sho sat on tho divan, a paper spread
boforo Tier fuco, but her eyes wore
slanted sldewlso, unblinking In tho ab-

sorption of her attention. Suddenly
sho heard a rattling sound which sho
knew to bo from the canes and um-

brellas In tho hat-rac- Sho cast
away tho paper, and, drawing herself
to tho edgo of tho divan, peered down
tho passage. Domlnlck wns standing
by the hat-rac- his hat on the back
of his head, his hand feeling among
tho canes.

"You'vo got your hat on," sho called
In n high key of surprise "You'ro
not going out?"

'Yes, I am," ho answered, drawing
oiit tho cano ho wid. "It's a fine.

t night, and I'm going for a walk."
Outside, Dominick walked slowly,

keeping to tho uraaller and loss fre-
quented streets. It was a wonderful
night, as still bu though tho moon had
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exerted somo mesmeric Influcnco upon
tho earth.

Ho wnlkcd on, skirting tho hollow,
nnd moving forward through streets
whero old houses brooded In over-
grown gardons.

That part of California Stroot which
crested tho hill was but a fow blocks
beyond him, and beforo his mind
would acknowledge It, hla feet had
borno him that way. Ho thought only
to pass tho Cannon house, to look at
Its windows, and see their lights. As
it roso beforo him, a huge, palo mass
checkered with shadows, tho longing
to seo It tho outer shell that hid his
heart's desire passed Into a kconor,
concentrated agitation that soemod to
press out from his soul llko a cry to
her.

Tho porch yawned black behind pil-

lars that In tho daytlmo wero painted
wood and now looked llko temple col-

umns wrought In marble. Dominick's
glance, sweeping tho linos of yel-

lowed windows, finally rested on this
cavern of shadow, and ho approached
stealthily, as a robber might, his body
close to the Iron fence. Almost be-

fore his eyes had. told him, ho knew
that a' woman was standing there,
leaning against the balustrade that
stretched between tho columnB. A
climbing roso spread in a mottling of
darkness, over tho wall beside hor.
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Hero and there it was starred with tho
smnll white faces of blossoms. As
the young man drew near sho leaned
over the balustrade, plucked one of
tho blossoms, and, slowly shredding
tho leaves from tho stem, stretched
out her hand and let them fall, like a
languid shower or sliver drops, to tho
grass.

She bent over the bulustrado to look
at them, and in doing so, her eyes
encountered the man below.

For a moment they looked at each
other without speaking, then sho said,
her voice at the lowest noto that
would reach him:

"What are you doing there?"
"Watching you."
"Have you been standing thero

long?"
"No, only a few minutes. Why nro

you pulling tho roses to pieces?"
She gavo a little Inugh and said

something that sounded like "I don't

Before I'll Take Her Money."

know," and moved back from tho
balustrade.

He thought sho was going and
clutched the Iron spikes of the fence,
calling up to her In a volco of urgent
feeling, curiously out of keeping with
tho words, tho first remark that came
into his head:

"This is very different from Ante-
lope, isn't It?"

"Yes," sho said gravely, "we had
no moonlight thoro, nothing but
storms and gray clouds.

"Well, I mu3t go In. Tho roses are
all picked and pana'll bo wondering
whero I am."

It seemed to Domlnlck Just then
that ho could not loso her. She must
stay a moment longer. Urgency that
was imploring was In his volco as
he said:

"Don't go! don't go! Stny.Just ono
moment longor! Can't you como
down and talk for a mlnuto?"

Sho listened, wavered, and was won
over. Without answer she turned
from tho shadow of the porch Into the
light on tho top of tho stops, and
from thero slowly descended, her
skirt gathered in one hand, and tho
other touching tho balqajer.

J vo wunteu so it, eoo you. 1 came
by hoping that perhaps ,1

could catch a glimpso of your shadow
on the qurtaln. I didn't expect any-
thing llko this."

Ho stopped, looking at her, and not
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listening to tho few wtrrflu of hor a
swor.

"I think I wanted you to that my
will called you out," ho told in an

whisper.
Sho said nothing and suddonly his

hand sought hers, clasped It tight on
tho head of tho Hon, and ho' whispered
again:

"Oh, Rose, if I could eoo you now
and then only for a moment llko
this."

Ho felt her hand, small and cold,
crush softly instdo his, and almost Im-

mediately was conscious of hor effort
to withdraw it. Ho Instantly loosened
hla fingers, lot hors Blldo from his
grasp, and drew bnck;

"Good night," sho said hurriedly,
and without looking at him turnod nnd
went up, the steps.

It was a grent morning for Cornelia.
3 he was engaged. Two evenings be
fore, Jack Duffy, who haa been hover-
ing round the subject for a month,
poised nbovo It, as a hawk above de-
lighted prey, had at last descended
and Cornelia's anxieties were at an
end.

Tho wind was not yet out in force;
Its full, steady sweep would not bo
Inaugurated till early In tho afternoon.
It came now In gust3 which fell upon
Cornclln from tho back nnd accelerat-
ed hor forward progress, throwing out
on either sldo of her a flapping sail
of skirt.

It was after midday when sho found
herself approaching that particular
block, along tho edge of which the
flower-vender- s place their baskets and
display their wares. Tho boys and
men, seeing that tho brilliant lady
was In a generous mood, collected
about her, shouting out tho excellences
of their particular blossoms.

Cornelia, amused and somewhat be-

wildered, looked st the faces and
bought recklessly. t

"Well. Cornelia, are you trying" to
corner tho curb-ston- e market?"

She wheeled swiftly nnd ot.w her
brother.

"Dominick!" sho exclaimed, "you're
just the person I want to see. I was
going to write to you. I'vo got lota
to tell you."

"Come along then nnd take lunch
with me. I was on my way up to
Bertrand's when I saw you. They'll
give lis a good lunch there nnd you
can tell me all your secrets."

They walked up tho street toward
Bertrand's, a French restaurant which
for years had enjoyed the esteem of
tho city's gourmets.

In the restaurant thoy found a va-

cant table In a corner, and Cornelia
had to bottle up her good nows whllo
Domlnlck pondered over tho bill of
fare. Sho was Impatient and drummed
on tho table with her fingers, whllo
her eyes roamed about tho room.

The order given nnd the flrnt
stages of lunch appearing, Cornelia
could at last claim her brother's full
attention.

"I told you how awfully anxious I
was to see you, and how I was going
to write to you, didn't I?"

Her brother looked up and his eyo
was caught by her roslly-blushln- ?

cheeks.
"Dear me, Cornle," he said with b

look of slowly-dawnin- g comprehen
slon, "it really Isn't It really can'r
be'"

"And why can't it be?" looking very
much hurt "What's there so queer
about that?"

"Nothing, only I meant that I hadn't
heard any rumors about It. Ib It
that?"

"Yes, it is, Dominick Ryan, and I
don't seo why you should bo so sur-
prised."

"Surprised! I'm more than sur-
prised. I'm delighted haven't been
so pleased for years. Who is it?"

"Jack Duffy." ,

"Oh, Cornle, that's tho best yetl
That's great! It's splendid. I wish
I could kiss you, but I can't here In
tho open restaurant. Why didn't you
tell mo somewhere where wo would bo
alone? I'd just like to give you a
good hug."

Cornelia leaned across tho table and
spoke with low-tone- almost tremv
lous earnestness:

','You know that If It wero I, I'd astf
vnnr wife. You know that all tho-harr- t

feelings I may once have had agalnsVf
her havo gone. If It were for mo to'i!
say. I'd havo received her from tho
start. What I've always said Is.
'What's the good of keeping up thes' r
fights? No ono gets anything by thorn.
They don't do any ono any good.' But
you know mommer. Tho first thing
she said when we talked about tho
house wedding, and I said you'd glr
me away, was, 'If he'll como without
his wife.'"

Thero wero tears in her eyes anil
Dominick saw them and looked down
at his plate.

"All right," he said quietly. "I'll
como. When Is It to bo?"

"June," said tho prospective brld.
onco more beginning to blush and
beam, "early in June. Tho roses aro
so fine thon, and wo can havo ijho
house so beautifully decorated."

With a scraping of chair legs, th7
roso and, threading their way anions
tho now crowded tables, passed out
Into tho wind-swep- t streetB. Hero they
separated, Cornelia, with hor armful
Bf wilting flowers, going homo, and
Domlnlck back to tho bank. '

Two houra later, whllo ho was still
bending over his books, in tho hushed
seclusion of tho closed building, BUI
Cannon was talking to Berny In tho
parlor ot tho Sacramento Street flat.
This interview wub neither bo lonr.
and (on Berny's part) did not shovr
tho solf-restrai- which hot, marked
the tlrst ono. Tho c8er of ono bun
dred thousand dollars which tho old
'man mado her was refused vittlt mom
acorn and loss courtesy thon hud bt&n.
displayed in her manner on tho toraM
occasion.
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